The Death of Josephine
show a spiritual vanity, surely it may be permitted a
gentle and frail lady to cross the dark river sustained
by so innocent a satisfaction.
The pathetic little boast over, she choked, gasped for
breath, and died. Hortense closed the dark blue eyes from
which all luster now had fled, and smoothed the chestnut
tresses like a halo on the pillow. Three days later, those
bells of Rueil which had caused her husband such disquiet
when they sounded at dawn as a young princeling was
tumbled into a hollow beside a dungeon, and saddened her
when they pealed for a prince new-born, now tolled for
Josephine but caused her no disquiet. Hortense and Eu-
gene could not stand it in the church as the priest intoned
the services, and took refuge in the churchyard, walking
hand in hand among the ivy creeping over the old grave-
stones. Later they erected a new tablet with this simple
inscription:
EUGENE AND HORTENSE
TO
JOSEPHINE
So Josephine had her day, and when the ships bore the
news over the blue waters to Elba, it occasioned Napoleon
much grief. Still, when a man has been separated for five
years from a first wife and has taken to himself a new
one, to say nothing of begetting an only son, he cannot
grieve at the time so poignantly. Besides, if one has con-
stantly stifled emotion, directed the eyes unswervingly
up the paths of glory, ignoring their inevitable end, and
has been strained by incessant fatigue and so often hurt
by friends' defections, he, in spite of so many admirable
instincts, is too weary for overwhelming emotion. The
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